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Waving arrived at this deeclsion, 1
went back to my bedroom, and tried
my hardest to get to sleep, for I knew
Bow important it was that I should be
“well and strong upom the morrow.

At last, and after many ineffectnal
Wttempts, I 44 fall asleep, and slept

@0 soundly that the breakfast-gong

wras sounding when I awcke. I was de-
Bighted to find my eold nearly cured,
and, dressing hurriedly, 1 went downe
=tairs, where the very first person I
maw was Lady Gramont.

She was standing at the door of the
Wreakfast room, holding in her arms a
Winy Maltese terrier of Lady Mallory's.
Fhe was fondling It tenderly, pressing
fer lipa to its little body, and calling
St the most endearing names. I thought
«w@f my poor Nero, and smiled grimly.

“You are fond of dogs, Lady Gra-
mmont?™ I said, as T came up to her.

For the life of me, I could not have
avolded giving her that home-thrust.
Bt told. I saw her cheeks flush like &
wosa. She could not look me In the face,
®he could not answer me. She mur-
mnured mome inarticulate word or two,
snd passed Into the breakfast room
writh a hasty step. Vera was at the
®able. She rose from her place at sight
=t me, and came towarda me, her hand
<xtended with the prettiest, sweetest
Erace,

“Oh, Sir Douglas, T am so glad you
are hetter!™ she whispered, softly, rals-
-@mg her clear hazel eyes to mine,

“Thank you,” I answered; and aga'n
there was a curfous pain at my heart
as I thought of the galf which yawned
Between me and this sweet child.

“Where is Lady Mallory?" asked Sir
Thomas Impatiently, as the breakfast
wong sounded a second time, and yet
our hostess did not make her appear-
anee. Before anyone could answer him,
-3 mald came flying into the room.

“Oh! please, my lady says will yon
%0 up=tairs at once?’ she panted,
®reathiessly, addressing Sir Thomaa,
My lady thinks there were burglars
dm the house last night!™

Everyone sprang to thelr feet, utter-
Sng simultaneously exclamations of
«dismay and alarm.

Lady Gramont alone retained any
memblance of composure, and even she
turned pale. I regarded her Intently.
She seemed, T thought, consclous of
my sorutiny, and uneasy under it. At
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€It ls useless for you to seek to decelive
me further.")

mny rate, she moved to quite the other
end of the room and took care not to
murn her face In my direction.

Sir Thomas was hurrying out of tha
moom, all excitement, when, at the dour
@e was met by Lady Mallory.

“My jewels are gone, Tom!" she sald,
making a brave effort not to seem too
agitated, but looking very white,

8ir Thomas ripped out a hasty oath,
Shen turned to his lady guests, and
begged them to examine thelr jewel
@sases,

“I sincerely hope the loss s my
wwrife's alone,” he raid, with a look of
=moncern which testified to the sincerity
«=f his hope.

“The ladles needed no second bidding.
They flew upstairs to their jewel cases
—all but Lady Gramont. She remainad
wrhere she was,

*“It 1s needless for me. to $o,” she re-
marked, quite calmly. “My jewels wera
with Lady Mallory's. Bhe kindly of-
wWered to take charge of them for me.
df hera are gone, of course mine are
&one, too.”

“Yes, Beatrice, they are. Oh, I am
=mo sorry!” cried Lady Mallory, taking
Ber future sister-in-law's hand, and
speaking In a tone of affectionate con-
mern. “‘Those beautiful sapphires that
WHarold gave you! I would not have had
Yyou lose them for the world. But who
would have forseen such a thing as
ashis 7"

“Don’t trouble about me, dear,” re-
furned Lady Gramont, gently. “I fear
S am by no means the only loser. I
wish, with all my heart, I were.”

I stood a silent listener and specta-
®or, simply lost in amazement. What
spould I think but that Beatrice Gra-
mmont was the confederate of thieves?
“That it was she who had admitted one
#nto the house last night?

And yet she could stand there, talk-
dng to her hostess of the burglary, with
Wer beautiful face quite unmoved, or
expressing only a gentie concern, such
as any lady might feel at the loss of
der jewels,

“Oh, but it [s so dreadful to have
much things happen in one's house!”
meaid Lady Mallory. “I would have giv-
wm A thousand pounds to have prevent-
ed It. Come, Beatrice, let us go upstairs
=and see whether anything else is miss-
Sng. Perhaps you and I are the only
suflerers, after all”™

But even as she spoka, excited ex-
¢lamations from the other guests con-
winced her that the depredators had
mot been thus moderate, The chamber
»f every tady guest had been entered,
and her jewel case completely rifled,

Of course, the whole heur~ was soon
Bn a state of the wildest «xcitement.
The servants wore summone and sub-
Jected to the smeverest cros. oxamima-
wions. Grave suspicion see- o4 te at-
dach to one of them. inasmuch as it
was scarcely possible “or the thief to
Save entered the hov - without help
@rom inside. The butl - swore that ev-
ary door and window h i been securely
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fastened when he went his usual round
at midnight: and yet, now, a scullery
door was found unfastened. Undoubt-
edly It was by this the thief had mads
his Ingrean,

Bir Harold as«isted his brother-in-
law In his investigutlons, and. whep
the police arrived, he was foremost In
instructing them. I stood and listened
with an ever-derpe ing sense of hor-
ror.

“Spare no pains to find the erimi.
nals,” he said; and I shuddered when
I reflected that, before long, he must
needs be told that one at least, of those
eriminals was the woman he so entirely
worshipped.

1 was only anxious to see where
Beatrice Gramont went at half-past
five in the evening and on what errand,
I doubted not I should gain then ail
the proof I needed, and it would be my
duty to tell him everything. I shall pass
over that uncomfortable and, to me,
most unhappy day. Everybody was full
of the robbery, and seemed unable te
talk of anything else; and 1t was a
theme of which I, knowing what I diq,
could not bear te speak. I shunned
Gwynne’s soclety, for how ecould T look
him In the face while I was concealing
such a secret from him?

1 shunned Vera's equally and it may
be imagined I d14 mot throw myself in
the way of Lady Gramont. I just
moped about In owt-of-the-way corners
and was, perhaps, as thoroughly un-
comfortable as I had evéer been in my
1ife,

“A pretty Christmas it will be for us
all!™ I thought grimly. “Poor Gwynna
will carry a broken heart, iIf ever man
did tn this world. Vera will have to
know there s something wrong, evea
if she isn’t told the whole truth, and 1
shall seem Ifke the evil genlus who has
caused the misery and wretchedness, I
wish to Heaven I'd never come here
this Christmas, or, still better, that I
hadn’t seen what 1 did see lnst Christ-
mas Day.”

As the afternoon wore on, T watchad
Lady Gramont intently, and I fancied
she showed some eigns of agitation.
The color In her face was a trifla deep-
er than usual: her gmile had lo=t some-
thing of Its sweet, bright serenity.

At half past four, Lady Mallory dls-
pensed tea to her guests, and, imme-
diately after It, the ladies always re-
tired to their rooms, to dress for din-
ner, for we dined rather early at Deep-
dene. Sir Thomas never ltked to take
his dinner later than six or half-past,

I noticed that Lady Gramont was the
first to retire. I watched her up the
stalrcase; then I. too, beat a retreat,
and, hurrying up to my room, I put on
& hat and an overcoat, and, eoming
downstairs again, made my way out-
slde the house, and stationad myself In
a little shrubbery, where I could com-
mand a view of all the doors, save
those which belonged to the servants.

It must be remembered that, al-
though I knew the hour, T did not know
the place of meeting: and, therefore,
there was nothing for It but to watch
for Lady Gramont to leave the house,
and to follow her wherever ehe went.

It was bitterly cold as I stood there,
among the leafless trees, I remembered
with something ke a shudder, that to-
morrow would be Christmas Eve—the
anniversary of the day when that poor,
unknown wretch had been foully mur-
dered in the mountain pass. For about
twenty minutes I stood anxiously walt-
ing. But. at length, my patience was
rewarded. One of the French windows
of the library was opened, and Lady
Gramont stepped out. 1 saw her fea-
tures distinctly In the moonlight. 1
saw, too, that she wns enveloped from
head to foot In a long dark cloak, and
that she appeared to be ecarrying some-
thing both bulky and heavy beneath it.

8he cast one swift, anxlous look
around, as thouch to assure herself ghe
was not obeerved: then she crossed the
lawn, and entered a long dark evenne
of trees, which led, as I knew, into a
small plantation that skirted the road.

Nolselessly, but swiftly, T followed
her, keeping at a respectable distance
—as I could well afford to do, for the
ground was stili covered with snow,
and I was thus enabled to trace her by
her footprints. I have since wondered
that, In view of the fact of a burglary
having been committed only the night
before, we were mnot—both of us—
watched in our turn by detectives, or
some such people. Assuredly, a watch
ought to have been set upon every per-
son In the house after such an event.
But, I suppose, the truth was that the
county police, who had the case n
charge, were a set of unmitigated duf-
fers, and the man from Scotland Yard,
whom Sir Thomas had telegraphed for,
had not yet arrived.

At any rate, Lady Gramont went the
whole length of the avenue, and 1 fol-
lowed her without our being intercept-
ed by anyone.

I was quite certain she was carrylng
something bulky and heavy benca'h
her ecloak, and it struck me it was most
likely some of the stolen jewels,

She was taking them to her confed-
erate, he not having been able to carry
off all the booty the night before.

When she got to the end of the ave-
nue, she immediately entered the small
plantation I have spoken of, and, for
a moment or two, I lost slght of her.

I had to stoop to search for her foot-
prints, and by the time I had found
them, and followed on In thelr wake
for a few steps, I heard sounds which
convinced me I had run my quarry to
earth, and that It now behooved me to
exercise the extremest caution.

I heard voices, the rich, sweet one of
Lady Gramont, and the hoarse, deep
tones of a man,

Another moment, and I saw both him
and her distinectly.

They were standing beneath an ol
elm-tree, which had been struck by
lightning in the autumn.

He was the same man whom I had
seen in the corridor last night, and
he was holding out his arms to relleve
her of her burden.

Just at this eritical moment, and be-
fore T could distingulsh a word that
passed between them, a most unlucky
accident happened—an accldent which
as after events proved, might easily
have cost me my life,

I had almost unconsclously, been
resting my weight on the branch of &
tree, ag I leaned forward to look and to
listen,

The branch was rotten. It cracked,
snapped. and I plunged forward, on'y
saving myself with difficulty from fall-
ing on the ground.

The sound startled those two whom
I was watching,

The man seized what I new saw was
& wall-filled leathern bag from Lady
Gramont, and fied threugh the planta-
q:m with the speed of a hunted hares,

Lady Gramont looked wildly first one
way and then another, seemed aboug
to follow the man, and, finally, turned
round, advanced a step or two In my
dfrection, and, by so doing, all but fell
lnto my arms, which [ stretched out to
Imtercept her passage.

For one moment we stood and gazed
Into each otker's eyes In silence.

The moon skone full down on us both,
We could see each other almost as dig-
tinetly ar (f It Wad Faen Anv,

Bhe rescoversd her composure, or, =
any rate, a falr semblance of it, very
mcu’.

me here."”

Her beau! ‘ul face sctually wore &
smile as she ald this

I told m: eif she was preparing to
throw dust n my eyes once more, and
steeled 1~ elf against her,

I would ¢ her know it was useless
to I' odwink me—to palm upon
any pl usible falsehood accounting
her prosence im the plantation at
an bour,

“No, La‘y Gramont, I was not in the

| Jeast surprised or startled. I answered

coldly. “You will understand what 1
mean when I tell you I was a witness
to your meeting with your friend in
Bir Thomas's house last night: and
that I ca.ne here purposely to discover
;hat your business with him might

Ehe turned deathly pale—so pale that,
for & moment, I feared she was about

Bhe lnoked so beautiful, with her
large, lustrous eyes fixed plteously om
mine, that I had much ado to keep my
heart from relenting towards her;
but tls memory of Gwynne's wronga
stren: hened me, and 1 continued, as
stern' as before:

“It is useless for you to seek to de-
®eive me any further. I have proofs
that vou are In league with thieves;
and, in my heart, T firmly belleve you
have the gullt of murder on your soul
Lad: Gramont. T recognize you as the
wormin who committed that murder in
gm mountain pass last Christmas

e,

Whiter she could not be.

Trat was Impossible; but the look of
terror In her beautiful eyes grew deep-
er and deeper. y

She opened her lips, but mo words
eame,

She was stricken dumb.

“Allow me to see what you have in
your hand,” I said, very coolly, seelng
that, although her confederate had
made off with the leathern bag, she
was stlll convulsively clutching at
something underneath her cloak.

As 1 spoke, I drew forth her hands,
she not attempting to resist me, only
looking up at me with piteous, im-
ploring eyes.

I could not regiress a slight exclama-
tion when the moonlight flashed upon
& necklace and tlara of sapphirea.

“Ah!" I exclaimed. *“This, I pre-
sume, Is your share of the spolls.*

“No, no!" she panted. Oh, no, nol
They are my own—my very own! Sir
Harold gave them to me. He did, In-
deed!"™

Looking at the jewels again, T was
forced to own she spoke truth In this.

The sapphires had been Sir Harold's
gift to her.

I had seen them before, and I recog-
nized them.

This was an unexpected tura for the
aflair to take,

It nonplussed me, I must confess;
but, after a moment or mo, I fell back
on my conviction that there was some-
thing very serlously wrong, and T de-
manded, with no abatement of my
Bternness:

“What are you dolng with them

Bhe did not answer—simply stood
here?”
before me in sllence, her head droop-
ing, her cloak fallen back a lttle so
as to reveal the fact that she was In
evening dress,

The very sight of this took me back
to lust Christmas Eve.

I iald my hand on her arm, and [
sald, slowly and distinctly:

“1f you are not what I suspect you
to be, the proof llea ready to your
hand. You can convince me in a
single moment, If you choose.*

She did not appear to understand
me, but I concluded this was only an-
other plece of her matchless acting,

Her lips moved faintly, and formed
the one word: “How?™

“Show me your arm,” I went on,
mercilessly, *“The woman whom I sus-
pect of being & murderess has a wound
upon her arm, caused by cauterization
following the bite of a dog. Show me
your arm, and, if there is no such
mark upon it, I will let you pass un-
questioned. I will not even seek Lo
know what you are doing here.”

She looked up into my face with
those beautiful eves of hers,

There were tears in them—tears in
her volce, too, as she panted forth:

“Oh, no, no! At least, not now! How

could 1?7 Oh, for pity's sake—""
I stopped her with a curt, sharp
gesture,

“Pray do not think those protesta-
tions will avail with me,” I sald. "It
is a very simple thing I am requesting
you to do—nothing that need shame
the dellcacy of the purest woman, [
only ask you, in proof of your own la-
noce 1ce, to allow me to look at your
arm. You need only roll up your
sleeve to just a little above the elbow.
Surely there Is nothing in that to call
for such agitation, or for such piteous
entreaties.”

“Spare me! Oh, spare me!" gha
cried, and she folded her arms, as
though Involuntarily, across her breast,

I was angered by her obduracy—
moved, too, by a fear that, If I did not
take advantage of this opportunaty,
she would escape me after all.

How did 1 know but that she might
find some means either of removing the
scar from her arm, or of plausibly ac-
counting for it, if once I let her go?

Never before, in my life, had I offered
violence to a woman; but I was re-
eolved to use it now.

“Lady Gramont,” I sald, sternly, “it
is useless to seek to evade me. 1 am
firmly resolved to know the truth of
this matter; and, If you will not con-
gsent to show me, why, much as I shall
regret to use even the shadow of force,
I shall simply have to examine youp
arm for myself without your consent.
I can only say that, if I find no sear
there, I shall be willing to submit to
any punishment you please. Once
more, I ask you, will you show me your
arm?’

Gnee more she answered:

“Oh, no, no! Have pity!
fpare me!”

But I was resolute, .

I took her arm firmly in both my
hands, and rolled back the satin sleeve,
which fell quite loosely two or three

Spare me!

| inches below her elbow.

She uttered a faint shriek, but made
no other resistance.

I think she realized it was usciess
to contend with me.

In another moment I had the proof
I neaded—the proof I had been so cer-
tain T should find,

The moonlight shone full upon a
Jong, Itvid scar in that white and ex-
quisitely rounded arm.

It was the scar of the burn I myself
bad made there a year ago.
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Even after this she wou!d make no
confession of her guilt; on the con-
trary, she asserted her Innocence,
though she must have known it was
little likely I should belleve in her as-
sertions.

“I am Innocent!™ she cried. “Cir-
cumstances are against me, I admit;
and it is impossible for me to explain
them; but I am finnocent. Oh, Mr.
Douglas, I swear to you that I am in-
nocent!"

~Mr. Douglas!” ghw exclaimed. “Oh, | “Pray do not sppeal to me 1 an-
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| nothing further te do with you. I

oy,
shall leave you in the hands ef Sir
Hareld Gwynne,”

At that she broke inte a plereing cry
of anguish, and fell upon her knees at
my feet In the snow.

It was the first sign of acute emo-
tion I had seen her show, gnd it
moved me not a lMttle, though I was
still resolved to de my duty, and te
keep nothing back from Gwynne.

“You will not tell him?* she moaned.
“Yeu will not tell him? Oh, I would
rather that you killed me! Havemaercy!
Ab, Mr. Douglas, be a little merciful
to me!*™

“1 must be just. T should be the
hamtofmenlt!mtnkmluha
thing as this from my friend.”

“Glve me a little time,” she moaned.
“At least, give me a littie time.”

1 stood in ellence for & moment or
two, considering; she saw my hesita-
:.ion. and went on passionately plead-
ng. |
“Ah! do not tell him yet!” she pant-
ed. “Give me a little time! Give me
until to-morrow! Promise me he shaly
not know te-night!*

Although in my heart of hearts, I be-
Heved this woman to be the gulltiest
of her sex, she looked so thrililngly'
beautiful as she knelt at my feet In
the moonlight, that she inspired me
with some touch of compassion.

I hope I wae net weaker than mest
men would have been under simlilar
circumstances—nay, and not half so
weak as some—nevertheless, as 1 lls-
tened to her passionate entreaties, I
felt disposed to grant them.

After all, I might as well give her a
few hours' grace.

If Gwynne were told upon to-mor4
row, it would be soon enough.

“As you sb earnestly wish it, T wi'l
give you till to-morrow,” I eald, at
length. Nay, I will do more. If You
prefer to tell the story to Sir Haroid
with your own lips, you shall do so.
Make your confession to him yoursalf
to-morrow, and I will hold my peace.
But, remember, he must know all."

“He shaill™

She rose from her knees as she sald
this, and looked me in the face, fully
and straightiy, for a single moment.

"As you esteemn me such a Eulity
woman, you will not even care 10 re-
celve my thanks: but Mr. Douglas, I
do thank you." She paused, then add-
ed: “And I thank you, most of all, for
Vera's sake”

I just bowed my head without speak-
ing, and, for a moment of two, thera
was & painful and embarrassing silence
between us,

I broke it

“Had you not better return te the
house?" 1 sald.

And, with a murmured, “Thank you,
I will,"” she turned and walked up the
avenue towards the house.

I followed her at a respectful Adis-
tance, and in a state of mnind impos-
eible to descridbe.

[To B2 conTINDRED |

Bird That Kilis Cobras,

The British soldlters now in South
Africa have no doubt during their
marches come across a weird-looking
bird, something like an eagle on stilta,
wearing a crest resembling a bundle
of quill pens sticking out from the
back of its head. This is the secretary
bird, or snake-eater, the “slangenvreet-
er” of the Dutch colonists. Those who
would like to see this curious bird
should pay a visit to the zoo. He is held
in great esteem by the Transvaalers
and English colonists on account of hia
partiality for snakes. When he and the

.deadly cobra meet it means a duel to

the death, and it is generally the cobra
that dies. The fight is exciting to wit-
ness. The lightning-like darts of the
snake are parried by the bird’s long
wings, used as a most effective shield,
and, when the chance presents itself, as
a bludgeon. Once he has stunoed his
dazed adversary the bird sweeps up-
wards and descends with all his weight
upon his dazed enemy, and the fight is
over. Then dinner follows, in the shape
of the body of the vanquished, swal-
lowed head foremost.—London Mail.

French ¥dea of Justice.

A decision has been given by one of
the higher courts in France which is
interesting In that it furnisbes the
French idea of justice In a case with
which Americans are familiar, A
woman whose hustand lost his life on'
the ill-fated steamer Bourgogne sued
the company owning the vessel and re-
covered 100,000 francs damages. The
case was appealed and the upper court
decided there was no und for dam-
#ges. The basla for the decision was
ftated to be the fact that the com-
mander of the steamer conducted him-
self with bravery and went down with
his craft, it being held that this fact
absolved the company from blame.
When one recalls the shocking brutal-
ity of the crew of the Bourgogne, who
did not spare even the women in their
ferecious attempts to save themselves,
this remarkable decision holding the
company blameless will strike the ay-

erage person as queer.—Chicago Trib-
une.

Advance in Higher Education,

The advanced stages of education are
becoming more thickly crowded.
Twenty-five years ago only .05 per
cent. of the population was enrolled
in the publie high schools; now the
percentage is 0.61—the number of such
pupils having Increased from 22,900 in
1876 to 449,600 in 1298, The number in
private high schools has increased in
the same time from 73,740 to 105,225—
there having been s decrease relative
in the population. This indicates s
large measure of advance in the pub-
lic high schools as preparatory schaols
for colleges over what was the case
years ago.—Chieago Chronicle.

1

An Artfal Native.

A native runver Letween Kuruman
and Mafeking was taking a quill dis-
patch through and was cdught by the
Boers. They searched him from top to
toe and let him go, having found nath-
ing.. The wily native had rammed the
precious dispatch up his nose. — N. Y.
Journal.

Sober Second Thought,
Tom—Was it hard to tell Miss Au-
tumnal you loved her?
Jack—Not bhalf so hard as it was to
expluin matters after T got scber.—Chi-
cago Evening News.

His Polut of View,
The Spinster—Do you think men and
women ever gel too old to marry?
The Bachelor—Not necessarily. Age
doesn’t always bring wisdom.—Chicago
Daily News.

A Stady in Colovs,
A man is apt to look bluest when he
is in a brown study.—Chicago Daily
News,
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DUG HIS OWN GRAVE.

Joseph R. James, for Forty-Four
Years Sexton of Belleville, IIL

Had Baried 20,000 People While He
Was the Town Gravedigger—Now
Lies in the Tomb Which He
Prepared Himself.

According to the Belleville (IIL) cor-
rezpondent of the Chicago Tribune, Jo-
scph R. James, of that city, in his life-
time dug over 20,000 graves and buried
over 20,000 men, women and children.
It was his wish that he might lie in a
grave dug by bis own hands. The wish
was only partially wealized. He begun
1o dig his own grave, but was not able
10 finish it, and the task was completed
Ly his son. He was laid in it only a few
days ago.

James was the sexton of Walnat Hill
cemetery for 44 years, and was 75 years
old athisdeath. He was first appointed

“to the position in the spring of 1835,

On May 16 of that year he dug his first
grave. His own, only partly finished,
was the last one he dug.

James was a Cornishmean. He had
come to Belleville the year before,
straight from his Cornish home, and
was chosen sexton. When he received
the appointment he went with his bride
to live in a little old house in the cem-
etery. They lived there for many
years. Two of their children were born
there, Finally he inherited some money
fruin & rejative in England and bought
property across the road, fronting the
cemetery. There he bulit himself a
bome and lived until his death.

When James was first made sexton
therewere only a few gravesin the cem-
etery. When he died there were more
than 20,000 in the city of the dead—
more than ip the city of the living
hard by. .

Year after year the mayors reap-
pointed him to the position and the sue-
cessive city councils always approved
the appointment unanimously. It
came to be accepted the position was
his for life, and nobody everapplied for
the appointment against him. He dug
all the graves himself up to a shorttime
ago, when his growing feebleness

caused him to amccept the assistance of

, T,
DIGAING HIS OWN GRAVE.
his sons. He never relinquished the di-
rection of the interments, though, and
a funeral scarcely would have seemed
to be complete without him.

He had often expressed his desire
that he should be able to dig the grave
in which he should lie among the thou-
sands whom he had put away in the old
graveyard, and about three weeka ago,
when he had premonitions that he was
going to be siek, taking into account
bis age, he considered that possibly it
might be his last [llness. With what
strength he had left he began digging
the grave which he wished to occupy.
Before he could complete it, though,
he was compelled to take to his bed,
He might bave recovered and been ahle
to complete digging the grave, but he
arose too soom, and in attempting to
walk across the floor be grew faint and
fell, bis head striking a coal bucket, In
his enfeebled coundition the injury has-
tened his death.

His funeral was attended by ak the
city officials in a body. The city fire
bells were tolled. Hundreds of those
whose relatives he had buried followed
the body to the grave.

James was a good deal of a philoso-
pher. He did not believe that peopls
were ever buried alive, or that there
were such things as ghosts. His obser~
vation was that grief for the departed
was not lasting as a general thing.
Talking to a reporter who took a pic-
ture of him in the cemetery a few days
before he was taken down with his fa-
tal illpess, he said:

“I have buried 20,000 dead people. I
don't believe I have ever buried a live
person. I have often had people come
to me a few days after a funeral and tell
me they feared that the relative who
had been buried was not dead. General-
!y it Is a mother whose child has been
buried. Maybe scmebody has remarked
how lifelike the child looked or sug-
gested that it might not have been
dead, and the mother, unstrung and
nervous and imaginative, thinks it over
until she convinces herself that the
child was not dead. Then she comes
out here and asks me to open the grave.
I alwgmys tell them that if the child was
not dead before it certainly is dead
vow. They go away then. But Isup-
pose some of them continue to doubt
as long as they live whether the child
was really dead.

“Some bave had so strong a feeling
that a relative has been buried alive
that they bave insisted upon the grave
being opened. In no case, though, did
1 find that consciousness had returned
after interment. There may be such
cases, butin the light of my experience
1 do not believe it.”

Mamufactoere of Plos.

One hundred years ago it was con-
sldered = woonderful achlevement for
ten men to manufacture 48,000 pins in
a day. Now three men make 7,500,000
Eins in the same time,

Perquisite of the Saflors.

It has been estimated that any crack
steamer leaving New York takes with
it bouquets worth from $35,000 to $15,-
000. In afew hours the passengers be-
gin to feel queer and send the flowers
out of their rooms. Then they are col-
lected by the stewards, carefully sort-
ed over and put lnto the icebouse, and
when the vessel reaches her English
port they are sold and the profits di-
vided among the men.—N. ¥- Buw:

—

Fortanes ou Finger Walls,

Ia the days when fortune was
more in vogue than at present, the
shape and appearance of the finger
mails were looked on as having refer-
euce to one's destiny. The nails were
first rubbed ever with & mixture of
wax aod scot, and, after being thus
prepared, were held so that the son-
light fell fully upon them. Onm the
borpy, transparent subsiance were
supposed 1o appear sigos and charae-
ters from which the future could be in-
terpreted. Persons, 100, with a certain
description of valls were supposed to
possess certain characteristics. Thus
a meu with red and spotted pails was of
& flery, hot-tempered disposition,
whilst pale, lead-colored nails denoted
a melancholy temperament. Ambi-
tious and quarrelsome people were dis-
tinguished by narrow pails. Lovers of
knowledge and liberal sentiment had
round-shaped pails. Conceited, ob-
stinate and parrow-minded persons
were possessed of small nails, lazy, in-
dolent individuals of fleshy nails; and
those of a gentle, timid nature of broad
nalls.—Cincinnati Commercial Tribune.

Looking Forward.

“It's winter now, of course,” said the
good-natured old man to the passenger
on his left in the street car, “but I'd:
like to ask if you are goin’ fizshin’ next
apring 7 i

“Yes,” was the brief reply. {

“Expect any luck?” :

“No.“

“Don't expeet to catch o single fish,
.h,l.

llNo.”

“Nor get a bite?”

“No.”

“Not as much as a nibble ?”

"No.u

“And yet you'll go a-fishin’?” ]

“Yes." i

“So'll L. Curus, ain't it?”

“Yes." l

“1I peedn’t wish you any luck, fom
You won't catch a blamed thing.”

“No.”

“Jest as big a fool as I am.™

T

“And I'm jest as big a fool as yon
are. 8'long.”™

“8long."—Chicago Evening News.

Net What She Expected.

A young lady in the city who is some-
what noted for her coquetry was talk-
ing a few days ago to one of her n@mer-
cus beaus.

“Ob," she said, in a most pitiful tone
of voice, “nobody loves me.”

As she paused for reply, the young
man said, with that tenderness which
always appeals to the feminine heart:

]1 “I am q‘uite sure that somebody does | Oall
| love you.’

Her face brightened very perceptibly
as she said, with a great deal of In-
lerest:

“I wonder who on earth it can be.
Do you know "

“Oh, yes,” he replied. “God and your
mother.”—Memphis Scimitar,

Deme With Forever.
“Ah,” he moaned, “this is not the
kind of bread mother used to make.”
“Perhaps,”™ his fair young wife said,
preparing to abolish ome joke from

their family forever, “it is not the
kind she used to make, but it's the
kind sbe makes now. She brought
over & loaf thizs afternoon, saying she
knew you would be g0 glad to get an-
other taste of it!"™

Then there crept into his eyes the
wild, hunted look that people read
about.—~Chicago Times-Herald.

Evolation.

“It is really wouderful,” mused the
deep thinker, “how a thing or an en-
tity will have its beginuing, run its
course, and end exactly as it began.
You follow me, I hope?"

*“I think I do,” said the worldly one.
“For instance, a man will get a jug
and bit it up. Immediately a jag is de-
veloped. Then he may produce a jig,
end very likely wind up in the jug.”—
Philadelphia Press.

L}
A Pralsceworthy Talent.,

Mrs, Van Buren—Sick, is yo'? Yer
drunk, dat’s whad yo' is, Selah Van
Buren, yo' low-down, erap-shootin’,
gin-drinkin® niggahl

Selah Van Buren—W-why doan’ yo'
add chicken-stealin’ to gst catygorry
babe ?

“I ain’t singin' none ob vo'r praises,
coon; I's showin® yo'r failin's."—Judge.

Ourlious South American Polson.

The Indians of South America use
a curious poison which is called ezeal
A grain of it has the effect of starting
an irresistible desire for exertion. The
vietim begins walking briskly round
and round in small circles till he drops
dead in his tracks, There is no pain,
kut much excitement.—N. Y. World.

The 20th Street Baptist Church has
moved its plase of worship from its
former place of worship (20th street,
between Main and Oary) to esrner of
21st and Grace streer, and the nam-

 has sleo beaea changad to thay of Mace-
donia Baptist Chureh. The publis i+
invited to sttend the servioas whinh
taks plage at tha vsaal hoors—1la m
8. 8. 8 p. m_; regu sr sarviees, 8o0. m
Rev. A B Surra, Pastor;
Jamas Powerr, Clerk.

OFICH : =

‘| Kate Holmes, -

12 2-1m.
B8 pscial Notioe
e e 3 e
The ministers, lawyers, doastors,
elerka. iasaranea aollegtors, market

men, porters, laborers, boot blasks
men in avery oceapation, memb ra of
minatrel troupas, Grand Lodge of Ma-
sons. Grand Army of Republic, Samgsr-
itang, Trus Raformecs and all other
bodies that meet in Richmond, take

their meals st Thompson's Dining
Hoom.

noo.nl;wmoo

———

The readers of this pa will
pleased to lewrn that thern i at
-;u du:?ad diuu? .tl.l. ssiense

wen able toeurein all ita s and
that is Oatarrh. HMall’s ng;'b-.
is the only positive eure known to the
medieal fraternity. Cstarrh being &
sonstitutional disesase, requires s som-
stitutional srestment. Hall's Uatarrh
:Jnn in t;kog interoally,
¥ avon the blood and musous surfsces
'f the system, thersby destroying the
foundation of the diseass. and giving
the patient streugth by bailding up she
sonstitation 88sisting mature im
doing its work. The proprietors have
¢0 muech faith in ils eurasive powers,
that they offer One Hundred Dollars
for any ease shat it fails to ears. Somd
for list of testimonials,
Md?n.
- 4. Cumxer & Os,,
Teledo, 0.
W S0ld by all druggists, 75e.

SEC0D ro NONE
Woma's Cornner Stone
Beneficial Ass'p.

Incorporated March, 1897

so2 W LEIOH
Authorised Capital.  $5,000

—

Olaims promptly pais as s0on as sas-
isfactory neties of " anth
plaeed in home :ﬂ::.k et ~

OFFICERS :
- ‘-Flo&l‘l-id:
Bettie Brown, - =  Tressoser,
ildred Cooke Jones, 8ee. a Bus. Man.
Boirp or Dmrzoroxs,

Louisa B. Willi , Kate Hoimes
Mattie F. Johnu:',“un l‘. Johnwen
Bettie Brown, Mildred 0. Jones,

DR. D.A. FERGUSON,

Dentist,

Gold Crown and Brid Work. B
Attention paid io‘l:hudnn'l 1‘:&
Office, 110 E. Leigh Bt.,

WWSCOTT
508 N. IND STREET.

Hair Cutting. Shaving and Sham
ing in First Class Bt‘y!a. Tonn.lhl-

Aparir-ents now o to reeei you,
and see me, i "ll.

MONEY

Open an Accoun with Us,

We wiil lend you an amount from
$6 te 5100 to psix back in small
weekly rayments Something new,
parely matual and tckes the place of &
benk account o persons of amall means
Ferms reasonable. Address or call em

THEU. 8. nUTUAL BANKING 00.
Room 7, Ebel Buiiding,
8382 EastMain Btreet.

The Custalo House,

702 E. BROAD ST.

Having remodeled my bar, and hay-
ing an up-to-date place, I am prepared
to serve my friends and the publieat
the pame old stand.

Choice Wines, Ltquors and
Cigars. '
FRST CLASS RESTAURANT.
Meals At All Hours,

New 'Phone. 1281. Wm. Custale, Prop

H F.J onathz:
Fish, Oysters & Produce

120 N. 17th St., Richmond, ¥a

—_—

Orders will reseive prompt sttention
Phone 157,

Dr. Humphreys®

Specifics cure by acting directly wpom
the disease, without exciting disorder fa
any other part of the system.
"o, CURES. raorss.
t—Fevers, Congestions, Inflammations. 98§
2—Worms, Worm Fever, Worm Colla..
3—Teething, Colle, Crying, Wakefulnems
4—Diarrkea, of Children or AQUItS.. ..
T—Coughns, Colds, Bronchitly........cosee
S—Neuralgia, Toothache, Faceache.....
@—Headache, Sick Headache, Vertigo.. S8
LO—Dywpepsia, Indigestion, Weak Stomaak. 2.5
11—8uppressed or Painful Periods. ...
12—Whitea, Too Profuse Perinds.......ee
13—Croup, Laryngitls, Hoarsenoss. ...
14—8alt Rheum, Erysipolas, Eruptions..
15—Rheamatism, Rheumatio Paing, .....
16—Malaria, Chills, Fever and Ague ...
19—Catarrh, Influenga. Cold In the Head
LO—Whooping-Cough........c..ccoorreree
27T-Kidney Disenses ... ccovovnviinnns
28—Nervous Debllity.. ... PP e—
30—Urinary Weakness, Wotllng Bed. ... 28
T7—Grip, Hay Fever.......... a8

Dr. Humphreys' Mannal of all [Masazes nt poue
inta (l:r X{'ﬂl\d Frea.

1113

GhEkBERES
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Sold by a Kista, or sent on rece of
I'lum reys’ Med. Co  Cor. William ?‘Jdm
ow

ork.

mp——

suppers an

Old "Phone 686

————

W. 1. Johnson,

rUNERAL DRECTOR & EMBALMER
Office and Warerooms: 207 N, Foushee St,, near Broad,
~=-HACKS FOR HRE -~

Orders by Telephone or Telegraph ly filled. Wed
o, ¢ goar egraph promptly
Residence in

ptly attended,
New 'Phone 4aftq



